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INTRODUCTION. 


I HAvE told these stories for boys and 
girls whom I have never seen, because I 
have such happy memories of the joy they 
used to give a little boy I loved, as I spun 
them out of my head for him. There were 
two things this boy of mine loved more 
than he loved anything else. They were 
flowers and stories. He began to love 
flowers long before he could talk, and he 
would always rather have me bring him 
flowers than playthings of any sort. This 
love of his soon grew to be a real passion, 
and when he was five he knew the names 
of all the common wild flowers in our 


region and many uncommon ones. The 
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summer he was five he filled a flower-book 
with flowers which he gathered and pressed 
and mounted himself, starting with a wild 
violet which he found on March 1st when 
nobody could find any. 

When he was eight I took him to see the 
wonderful glass flowers in the Harvard 
Museum at Cambridge. He was breathless 
with excitement, and after looking at them 
for a little while he held up his hands and 
cried, “‘ Father, the man who made these 
must have been a wizard for they are 
miracles.” He spent the entire day 
looking at them, most of the time alone. 
When he was nine, I took him with me 
for a short trip to England. He almost 
outdid Linnaeus when he first saw Gorse 
in bloom. Linnzus fell on his knees and 
thanked God, but my little boy was too 
much moved to say anything; his whole 
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being enjoyed the glory of it in a kind of 
rapture. The sight of the heather, too, 
almost lifted him above the earth. No- 
body who ever saw those eyes of his 
when they were lighted with his joy over 
flowers could wholly forget the sight. I 
am sure there must be flowers in heaven 
for such children—whether little children 
or grown up ones! 

He loved stories almost as much as he 
did flowers. He began on simple animal 
stories, with the “‘ Owl and the Pussy Cat” 
far in the lead as a favourite. The day 
soon dawned for Bible stories—stories of 
God’s heroes in the dim past, and his joy 
over these lasted as long as he lived. I do 
not know what it was he liked about them, 
whether it was the goodness of the hero, 
or his strength, or the way he could hear 
God speak, for all these things were in the 
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stories, but anyway he could listen to them 
as long as ever I would please to tell them, 
and the eyes which shined so over the 
flowers shined too over the stories of God’s 
heroes, who were once little boys and 
grew great because they followed the voice. 
Somehow the sweetness of the flowers and 
the goodness of the heroes got into him as 
his little life ripened. I suppose I was too 
fond of him to be a fair judge, but nobody 
missed in him these traits of refined 
sweetness—which may be called grace, 
and his love of virile goodness in action. 
I have always believed that the cultivation 
of his imagination by means of stories 
which suggested to him noble traits of 
life, and which exhibited to him heroic 
persons facing the issues of life, had a 
large influence in the formation of 


ideals which were unconsciously growing 
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in him as he increased in stature and 
wisdom, and I have felt, as a result of 
my experience, that the cultivation of 
the imagination through the right type of 
story-material is one of the most important 
stages in moral education. 

One day my little boy pushed open the 
gate into God’s other garden and I cannot 
see him any more. But he has made me 
love all children ever since, and I hope my 
stories of God’s heroes may help form a 
fine imagination in many boys and girls, 
and may touch in them some springs of 


grace and goodness. 


THE STORY OF A GARDEN. 


WHEN the world was very fresh and new, 
there was a beautiful garden, named Eden, 
in a place where four rivers met. Every- 
thing that was lovely to look at and beau- 
tiful to smell and delicious to eat grew in 
this garden. There were so many flowers 
in it that you could pick them all day 
long and then not notice that there were 
any fewer. There were so many kinds of 
fruits that you could find a new kind 
everywhere you walked, and the odours 
from all over the garden blended together 
and made a perfume too wonderful to be 
described. By the banks of the four 
rivers it was cool and delicious, and 
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the sounds of the rippling water mingled 
sweetly with the songs of the birds who had 
their nests in the trees. 

There has never been such a lovely spot 
anywhere else since the world was made, 
and you would suppose that the people 
who lived in this delightful garden were 
the happiest people the world has ever seen. 
There were no thorns on their roses, no 
briers on their vines. The animals were 
all gentle toward them, and they them- 
selves were never ill and never had any 
pains and never wept over any sorrows. 
There were only two persons in this happy 
place, and all the great garden was theirs. 
There was a man whose name was Adam, 
and a woman whose name was Eve. 
Although they were tall and full grown, 
they were exactly like two children, for 
they had never been any littler, because 
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they had come into the world all grown up. 
They never were tiny babies; Adam 
never had been a little boy, and Eve 
never had been a little girlk They just 
found themselves all made, without having 
to grow the way the rest of us do. At 
the first Adam had been alone in the 
garden. He never knew how he got there ; 
one day he discovered himself all made. 
He had no one to talk with, no one to walk 
with, no one to help him take care of the 
flowers. But when he woke up from a 
sleep in the morning, he saw a beautiful 
woman sitting near him as though he were 
seeing her in a dream; but when he had 
rubbed his eyes awake he found that she 
was a real live person and was to stay with 
him all the time and be his companion, 
and that they two together were to have 
the garden for theirs. 
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Little by little they found out that 
God had made them. When it was all 
still and quiet in the cool of the evening, 
when the birds were asleep in their nests 
and the breezes hardly moved the leaves, 
they could hear God speaking to them. 
He seemed to come down to them from the 
sky, but they never could quite tell where 
He lived or how He came and went. They 
only knew that He really did speak to them. 
His voice was sweet and gentle and full of 
love and tenderness like a mother. They 
knew that He was kind and good, and they 
loved Him because He made them such a 
beautiful home to live in, and made them 
so happy together and was so gentle and 
loving to them. 

The garden was so large that it took them 
a very long time to get over it all, and as 
they wandered about, they kept discovering 
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new flowers and new birds and new animals. 
They were never afraid, for no animals 
ever hurt them, and they could walk 
in among them and name them, for, you 
see, nothing had ever had aname before. 
Sometimes it made them laugh to see such 
queer, funny animals as they found in the 
woods, and it took them a long time to 
think of names that would fit them. One 
day, as they were walking along together, 
as happy as two little children on a May 
morning, they saw a strange, new tree. 
There was no other tree like it in the garden ; 
and right near by it was a wonderful Tree 
of Life, whose top went clear up to the 
sky and whose branches grew out into 
heaven itself. This strange, new tree was 
covered all over with two kinds of fruit, 
one kind beautiful and the other kind very 
ugly and disagreeable. They found | out, 
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after a while, that this was “Good and 
Evil Tree.” The evening after they had 
found these two trees and were thinking 
about them, they heard God speaking to 
them in a voice as gentle as a mother, and 
they listened to hear what He would say. 
They heard Him say that Good and Evil 
Tree was a very dangerous tree, and that 
they must not touch it, for, if they did, 
they could not stay in the happy garden 
any longer. God told them that every 
other thing in the garden was for them, 
that they might have all the fruit and all 
the flowers they wanted, but that if they 
picked the fruit on Good and Evil Tree, 
their life would be changed, their peace 
and joy would leave them, and they would 
not be able to hear Him speak to them any 
more the way they had heard Him before. 


“Oh, no; we will never touch it,” they 
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said to each other. ‘“‘ We have a great 
plenty without that tree, and then, too, 
some of the fruit on that tree looks very 
rough and prickly and ugly. We will 
let it all alone and stay in our happy 
garden and do what God has told us to do.” 
But they couldn’t help thinking how lovely 
the beautiful golden fruit looked on Good 
and Evil Tree, and they just wondered how 
it would taste! At night they dreamed 
about it, and during the daytime they 
often walked about Good and Evil Tree 
and looked at the fruit and looked at it 
again. “That is a strange tree!” they 
would say to each other. “If we could 
eat just one kind of the fruit, the lovely 
kind, and leave the other prickly kind 
alone, it would be very nice, wouldn’t it ?” 
“‘T think we had better let it allalone,” the 
other would say, “for that beautiful Voice 
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which we hear talking to us in the cool of 
the evening told us not to touch it, and 
whenever we walk over here I hear a gentle 
whisper inside which tells me to keep away.” 

“But it would not do any harm to take 
some fruit in the hand and feel of it. I 
should like very much to know how that 
wonderful yellow fruit feels!” 

“T am afraid to touch it,’ the other 
would reply ; “ before we think, we might 
put it in our mouths. No; let us go far 
away to another part of the garden and 
watch the wonderful bees make their honey. 
They never want to do anything wrong.” 

And so, hand in hand, they walked 
together and found the bees humming on 
the clover blossoms and carrying the sweet- 
smelling honey away to their hives. They 
also watched the spiders spinning their 


fine silky webs, and they sat for a long 
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time seeing the ants carry their food into 
their tiny cellars. It was a perfect world 
to live in, but every now and then they 
would suddenly remember the fruit on 
Good and Evil Tree and wish they had not 
been told not to take it! While they were 
quietly resting after their dinner, one of 
them—you may guess which one it was— 
heard a light whisper which seemed to say, 
“You had better taste of that fruit on 
Good and Evil Tree. You will like it very 
much. It is a shame never to try it.” 
It did not sound at all like the gentle Voice 
which they heard in the cool of the evening, 
but the one who heard it listened and 
listened, and the voice kept saying the same 
thing over and over—“ Try it, try it, try 
it.” And, I am sorry to say, the ‘one who 
heard this whisper finally got up and went 
to the tree and took some fruit and ate 
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it and brought some back for the other 
one to eat, and they both did it—just 
because they couldn’t help thinking about 
it and wishing for it! 

But as soon as they had tasted it, they 
felt the food give them sharp pricks, and 
everything began to look different. 
They tried to feel the same as they used 
to feel, but they could not. There seemed 
to be something inside them they could 
not do what they wanted to with, and 
everything outside looked changed. They 
sat down and wept for the first time in 
their lives. Then they began to feel afraid. 
They were afraid of everything—even of 
the bees and the spiders and the ants that 
had been so lovely before, and they felt 
afraid of each other. And they dreaded 
to have night come, and they wondered if 
the Voice would speak again. 
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It did speak when the evening was come. 
It told them that they had themselves 
spoiled their garden. They could never 
be happy in it again. They had lost it 
because they did what they were told 
not todo. They had heard the good Voice 
and they had heard the bad voice, and 
they had followed the bad voice, and so 
the garden, with its pure and lovely things, 
was no longer theirs. They must go out 
into the hard world, where there were 
thorns and thistles, and where they could 
have only what they worked hard to get. 
Weeping, they walked away to the gate, 
which swung out on its great hinges as they 
came toward it, and they went through 
and then it swung back and fastened them 
out. They had lost their garden. 


THE CHILDREN OF LAMECH. 


YEARS and years ago, far away from where 
you live, my little reader, there was a 
strange old man named Lamech, who had 
some very interesting children that I am 
going to tell you about. When they were 
tiny babies their mothers did not sing to 
them, because all this happened before 
anybody had ever learned to sing. And 
they never played with rattles or with dolls 
or with trumpets, because this was before 
anybody had ever learned how to make 
rattles or dolls or trumpets! That was 
a long time ago, wasn’t it? Well, the 
oldest child of Lamech was named Jabal— 
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I expect they called him “ Jabe”’ for short. 
He had no playthings at all when he was a 
little boy, for, as I told you, nobody had 
learned how to make any yet, and there 
were no knives in the world and no tools 
of any kind to work with. So little Jabal 
had to find something else to play with, for, 
like all healthy little boys, he had to play. 
This is what he did: He tamed funny little 
animals which he found in the woods, and 
made a lot of pets. He found tiny lambs 
whose mothers had been killed by wolves, 
and little calves whose mothers had got 
lost in the woods, and little goat-kids 
whose mothers had been caught by pan- 
thers, and pretty soon he had so many 
pets that he didn’t know where to keep 
them. He asked his father what to do 
with them, but his father was a rough man 
and he didn’t care anything about pets, 
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and he told him he had better kill them! 
No, indeed, he wouldn’t! Then he asked 
his mother, whose name was “ Light shine,” 
what she thought. She knew right off 
what to do; “* Why, we will cut some hair 
off the old goats and we will weave the hair 
and make some heavy black cloth, and out 
of the cloth we will make a tent, and you 
can keep your lambs and your calves and 
your goat-kids in the big tent. Then I 
will make you a little tent out of some more 
cloth and you can sleep in it, right near 
the animal tent.” That was the kind of 
mother to have, and they went to work 
together and soon had the tents made. 
The animals grew and had little ones of 
their own, and pretty soon Jabal had great 
herds and many tents, and he went from 


place to place to find grass and water for 
his flocks. 
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brother born, who was named Tubal. He 
did not like pets and he would never have 
any, but he always wanted to be making 
something. He would tie a stick to a big 
stone and use it for a hammer, and he 
made a lot of stone tools, which he kept in 
a kind of rough shop. One day when he 
was digging in the ground he found some 
queer-looking, hard pieces that did not 
seem like ordinary stone. He worked over 
them day after day, and after much hard 
work he learned how to make iron out of 
them. He also dug up some copper, and 
he learned how to make things out of that. 
He made wonderful dishes for his mother, 
and he made a sharp knife for his father 
(which his father used in a very bad way), 
and he made chains for Jabal to use to tie 
his animals. But the most wonderful things 
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which he made I am going to tell you 
about pretty soon. 

Jabal and Tubal had another brother, 
who was named Jubal—you see they all 
had to have “bal” in their names. Jubal 
did not love pets and he did not like to © 
make things. What he liked best was to 
hear music. He would sit for hours at a 
time and hear the music of a running brook, 
or he would go into the deep woods and 
listen to the wind in the pines ; and he loved 
the birds with all his heart—the birds that 
sang. One day he stretched some strings 
between two trees; and when the wind 
blew, the strings made music, and Jubal 
jumped up and down and clapped his hands 
in joy. 

Next day he went down to Tubal’s shop 
and told him that he wanted something 


to make music on. “I want something 


THE CHILDREN OF LAMECH. 29 


with strings for me to play on with my 
fingers.” Tubal kept trying to make it, 
but it wouldn’t work, while Jubal tried 
every way he could to explain what he 
wanted. After a while Tubal hit it just 
right, so that the strings made music, and 
Jubal had the first harp that was ever 
made. 

He playedon it until he fairly wore it 
out, and then he came back with a new idea. 
This time he told his brother to make 
a pipe to blow in, with holes to put his 
fingers on; and the two brothers worked 
away again until Jubal had a flute—the first 
one that ever was made. And you may be 
sure that Jubal’s little babies, when he 
had some, all had rattles, and his boys all 
had trumpets! 

But these were not all the children. 
There was still another child. It was the 
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most remarkable of all—and it was a girl. 
She was named Naamah, which means 
“the pleasant one,’and I expect she was 
the joy of Lamech’s home, for good little 
girls are always the joy of the homes they 
live in. 

Naamah loved Tubal, with his funny 
tools, and she loved Jabal, with his lambs 
and goats and his black hair tents, but, best 
of all, she loved Jubal, with his harp and 
his flute. She would play by him all day 
and listen to his music, and when she 
went to sleep she always wanted Jubal 
to play on his harp, so that she could fall 
asleep to music. 

One day when she was listening to him 
play on the harp, suddenly she began to 
make her throat and lips move, and a 
beautiful sound came from her mouth. 
Nobody had ever heard anything like it 
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before. Her mother, whose name was 
‘* Shadow ”’—for she did not have the same 
mother as Jabal—came running in, and 
Jabal came from his tent, and Tubal came 
from his shop, and they all held their 
breath and listened, for it was the first 
song anybody had ever heard in the world 
—and little Naamah had learned how 
to sing ! 


THE STORY OF A GREAT BOAT. 


NEAR a beautiful place where two great 
rivers ran together in the far away East 
there lived a man named Noah, in that 
old, old time when the world was young. 
His grandfather was the oldest man that 
ever lived, for he kept on living six hundred 
years after his grandchild Noah was born, 
and I expect Noah must have heard many 
fine stories about the olden time from this 
long-lived grandfather, who had seen 
almost everything. Either this old grand- 
father, or Noah’s father, or perhaps his 
mother (which is more likely), taught the 
little boy Noah to be good, and you will 
be surprised to hear that he was the only 
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good boy that lived to grow up in those 
dark and wicked times. He liked to do 
good and beautiful things as much as the 
other boys who lived then liked to do bad 
things, and he never was quite so happy as 
when he had done a true and noble thing 
which he knew he ought to do. It seemed 
to him sometimes as though he could hear 
a quiet voice speaking inside and telling 
him what to do, and when he heard it he 
would always do what it told him, and just 
because he did this, little by little he grew 
so that he could hear the quiet voice 
inside better and better. 

It was a beautiful country along the 
two great rivers. There were many palm 
trees and olive trees, and nobody needed 
a flower garden, for there were flowers 
everywhere. When Noah grew to be a man 


he chose a lovely spot among the trees and 
3 
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flowers for his home, and married a 
charming maiden who lived near by, and 
they were very happy in the midst of the 
beauty of the world. They had three little 
boys, whose names were Shem, the oldest, 
and Ham, the middle one, and Japheth, 
the youngest one. These boys were always 
building boats in their play, for nothing 
was quite so much fun as wading out in 
the little cove which the river made near 
their house, and sailing the boats that their 
good father helped them build, and Noah 
and his happy wife would sit on the bank 
and clap their hands as little dark-skinned 
Ham’s boat would sail by Shem’s, and they 
would fairly shout when tiny “Japh’s” 
boat would suddenly go sailing by both the 
older boys’ boats. You see how very happy 
they all were together ! 


By and by Noah, the father, got very 
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quiet and solemn. He didn’t talk much; 
he sat and thought and thought. When 
any little boys were sailing boats on the 
river he would smile for a moment and 
then his eyes would look far away and he 
would put his hand up to his forehead and 
be still. 

One day, when the family was all together 
down by the river, Noah said : “ I am going 
to tell you something wonderful. God 
has been talking to me by a voice inside, 
and He has told me that a great flood is 
coming to cover up all the earth with water, 
and He has told me to build a great boat 
for us to live in when the flood comes. I 
am going to begin the boat to-morrow.” 
You can imagine how the boys felt! They 
were both glad and sorry! They thought 
it would be wonderful to go sailing off in 
a great boat, over the tops of the trees 
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and over the hills, with a great flood of 
water under them, but they were sorry 
to have everything covered up so that 
there would be no land any more—to 
think of that frightened them. And what 
would become of all the animals they loved 
to play with! And what would become 
of the other boys who sailed boats on the 
river ! 

Well, anyway, the next day Noah went 
to work on his great boat, and it was not 
so easy to build. He had to make it so 
that it wouldn’t leak, and so that it 
would hold two of all the kinds of animals 
there were in the world, and so that it would 
carry food enough for themselves, and for 
all the funny animals. Think of that! 
Of course, it took years and years to build 
it. Noah’s beard grew long and it grew 
white as he worked at his great boat. The 
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little boys grew to be big boys, and still 
the boat wasn’t done; and then they got 
married and had homes of their own, and 
still the boat wasn’t done. You see, they 
couldn’t get anybody else to help them, 
for everybody that lived there made fun of 
the boat and, I am sorry to say, laughed at 
good old Noah. 

When the people saw him making the 
great long keel for the bottom, they stood 
round with big eyes and watched awhile, 
and then they asked Noah all kinds of 
questions: “‘ What ave you making, neigh- 
bour ? Is it a pen to keep goats in?” 
“Oh, no,” answered Noah, without look- 
ing up, “it is going to be a boat.” “A 
boat!” they all shouted. “ How could 
you ever get a boat as big as that into the 
water after you got it built, if you could 
build it?” “I shall not need to push 
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it into the water,’ said quiet Noah, “ for 
the water is going to come clear up here 
and get underit!’’ Then they all laughed, 
but Noah only said: “ You had better not 
laugh; you had better go change your 
lives and get good, for the world is going 
to be destroyed by a flood which will sweep 
over everything.” This scared some of 
the people a little, and after they went 
to bed they thought about what good 
old Noah was doing, and they wondered 
if a flood really would come, and they 
decided to try to be better for the rest of 
the time. But, I am sorry to say, they 
forgot about it after a little, and got used 
to Noah’s boat, and they didn’t very much 
notice what he said, and sometimes they 
would touch their foreheads and say: 
*“* Something is the matter with his head! ” 

But Noah kept straight on working day 
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after day, week after week, month after 
month and year after year. The floor 
got all laid round the long keel. The 
boys brought pitch and helped their father 
fill up all the cracks and seams, and when 
it rained the water couldn’t run out at all, 
so they knew that it was tight. Then 
all together they raised the great, high 
sides—45 feet high they were. Then the 
people were more surprised than ever over 
the wonderful boat Noah was building! 
When the sides were solid and tight, they 
began the roof, which was the hardest 
part of all to build, and they had to take 
great care not to fall. After the roof was 
on and covered with two thicknesses of 
boards, they divided the big boat up into 
many rooms. Some of the rooms were 
as small as those in a doll’s house, and 


some were as large as a sitting-room, and 
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up in the top was one great attic for all 
kinds of food. When it was finally done, 
Noah’s family all came to go over it, and 
then they had a day of rejoicing. Of 
course, the other people came to see it too, 
but they didn’t rejoice—they only laughed 
as Noah stood in the door and said: “‘ You 
had better learn to be good, for the flood 
is coming in a few days now, and the 
water will cover everything, and my great 
boat will go sailing over the tops of these 
trees. Even if you can swim, there won’t 
be any place to swim to!” 

I shall tell you next how they got 
the animals in, and how the flood came, 
and about a rainbow. 


THE STORY OF A GREAT RAIN 
AND A RAINBOW. 


I TOLD you, my little friends, in my last 
story, how Noah and his three boys built 
a great boat and got ready for the worst 
storm that ever came upon this old world. 
Now we are going to hear what happened 
when the boat was done. _ 

The first thing they had to do was to get 
the animals into the boat—for it was 
built to carry two of all the kinds of animals 
in the world. Did you ever try to drive 
any animal into some strange place ? 
Well, it is a very hard thing to do, even 
when the animals are kind and tame. 
Think of poor Noah and the three sons 
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trying to drive into this strange, great 
boat all the wild and odd and funny animals 
there are! I imagine that made the neigh- 
bours wonder and stare. For weeks the 
little children who lived there had some- 
thing like a Zoo going by their homes every 
day. 

But everything comes to an end, and 
after many hard days of work over the 
animals, one evening, as the sun was 
setting, Noah crossed off the last thing 
on his list, and said: ‘“‘I have them all 
in now, with food enough to last until the 
great storm is over.” 

Of course everybody was excited as 
the heavy door, through which the animals 
had come, creaked on its hinges and swung 
shut with a loud bang. Noah and his 
three sons and the three wives of the three 
sons and the wife of Noah made up the list 
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of people on the inside. The three wives, 
you may be sure, wanted very much to take 
in some of their brothers and sisters and 
cousins with them, but Noah said: ‘“‘ No; 
we have told everybody for a long time 
what was going to happen, and they have 
not changed their lives at all; they are 
just as bad as ever. They would not 
believe what I told them about the flood ; 
now they must stay out there and find 
out.” 

Then he went up the ladders and shut all 
the windows in the roof, saw that the animals 
were fixed for the night, and came down to’ 
the little room where they were going to 
live together, and then the good old man 
got down on his knees and prayed, and they 
ail wept to think what was to happen in 
the morning and what wonderful things 


were before them. 
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I wonder if my little reader ever sailed 
away out to sea and ever saw all the land 
go out of sight, with only water and sky 
left everywhere. It makes you feel solemn 
—only this voyage, I can tell you, was very 
much more solemn than any you ever took. 
If you had been there, I think you would 
have heard Japheth say something like this 
before he went to bed that night : “ Father, 
do you believe the great boat will float ? : 

** Yes, my son.” 

“Well, father, do you suppose we shall 
ever land anywhere ?”’ 

“Yes, my son, but it will be a great 
way from here, on some mountain top.” 

“But do you think, father, that God 
can take care of us in such an awful storm 
as this is going to be ?”’ 

“Oh, yes, Japheth, it is safe to go any- 
where with God when He tells you to go.” 
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Then Japheth’s wife sobbed out: “TI 
wish the rest of the people could go with 
us!” 

Noah looked up and said: “I wish so, 
too, but they wouldn’t believe what God 
told me to tell them.” 

You never saw such a storm as came next 
morning. It rained as though there was 
a great sea of water up in the sky falling 
down instreams. The rivers rose and rose. 
It wasn’t very long before the water was 
coming up under the great boat, and when 
they looked out of the windows they could 
see the people running back to the hills 
with their tents. “I am afraid that won’t 
do any good,” Japheth’s wife said. 

Some time the first week of the rain they 
felt the great boat tip, and knew that the 
water was lifting it clear off the ground. 
Sure enough, so it was, and they found 
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themselves moving along by the trees as 
fast as the great river ran. As the flood 
of water came down, little by little, the trees 
went out of sight under it and the hills got 
covered, and by and by there was no land 
anywhere—only a vast ocean of water ; 
and the eight persons in the great boat 
were all the people there were left. 

For forty days it rained like that, and 
for forty nights they heard the flood beat 
down on the roof of their floating house. 
Then the rain stopped coming and they 
could hear only the wind, which blew and 
blew. The water now was over the tops 
of the highest mountains, and there was 
no place for the ship to land. 

“Do you really suppose there will ever 
be any land again, father?”’ Japheth would 
say pretty often in the evening. 


“Oh, yes, my son, the water is going 
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down now, and some day we shall run 
aground on the peak of a high hill. You 
need not be afraid.”” And Japheth’s wife 
would say: “I wonder where all the 
people. are 2. 

It took a long, long time for the water to 
run off so that there could be land again. 
And this is the way they found out whether 
there were any dry places: Noah took a 
bird out of one of the cages—the first time 
it was a raven—and he carried the bird up 
the ladder and let her fly out of one of the 
windows. It was a great sight to see her 
go skimming away over the endless water, 
and they watched until she was out of sight. 
She must have flown on until she found 
some land, for she never came back. After 
a week Noah took a dove up to the window 
and sent her out. She was gone along time, 
but she came back too with her wings all 
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tired, because she could find no land to 
rest on anywhere. They waited another 
week, and then Noah sent the same dove 
out again. She flew off as before, and 
pretty soon came back to Noah with a 
leaf from an olive treein her mouth. Then 
they all knew that there was some land 
near by. It was, you may be sure, a happy 
day! But they waited seven days more 
and then sent the dove out again. This 
time she did not come back at all, ‘or she 
found plenty of ground and trees to light 
on, and Noah and his family knew that 
they were coming to the end of their won- 
derful journey over the waters. They 
found that their boat had sailed right over 
a great range of mountains, and that they 
were on the top of a high peak named 
Ararat. Noah unfastened the big door, 
and the rusty hinges creaked as the door 
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swung back. This time it was not hard 
work at all to drive the animals, for they 
rushed out with joy—only there were some 
little baby ones, born in the boat, that had 
to be carried out. 

But when Noah and his wife and the 
three sons and their wives got out on the 
ground, they saw the most wonderful sight 
of all their lives. There was a great rain- 
bow in the sky, that stretched like a 
dazzling arch of colours above them, and 
above it was another dimmer bow with 
the same wonderful colours—violet, indigo, 
blue, green, yellow, orange and red. They 
all stood gazing at it and could not speak. 
And as they looked and looked, Noah 
suddenly said: “I can hear God speaking 
in my heart and He says: ‘ This rainbow 
is my promise that there will never be 
another flood like this. You can plant 
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your seed and sow your fields, for water 
will never cover the earth again.’’’ Then 
they fell on their knees and thanked Him 
for saving them in the great boat, and for 
the rainbow and for the good promise. 


A STORY OF THE BUILDERS. 


Lonc, long years ago there was a time 
when everybody lived in tents and nobody 
had learned how to build a house yet. 
When boys and girls went to visit their little 
friends they could not knock at the door, 
for there were no doors. They would lift 
up the flap of the tent and then call the 
name of their playmate, and he would 
come running up from behind a screen 
made of cloth, and say: “Here I am!” 
It was very easy to move, for all you had to 
do was to pull up the tent pins which 
fastened the tent to the ground, and roll 
it up into a bundle and tie it on the back 
of a great camel and start off for a new place 
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to setit up. There were no windows in the 
tent, and nobody ever saw the bright 
sunlight flash like gold from the glass the 
way we see it, for there was no glass yet, ~ 
and if you wanted to see the sunlight flash 
you had to look for it on the water of 
. the lake. 

But one day a man learned how to make 
a house! He began to learn when he was 
alittle boy. He had to play alone, for there 
was no other little boy in his tent and there 
were no other tents very near by, so he had 
to amuse himself and find things to do. 

One day he was playing near a beautiful 
brook, with great high, clay banks, and he 
wanted to make a dam, so that the water 
would tumble over and form a waterfall, 
but he had no stones to make it with. He 
had a happy thought—such as sometimes 
comes to bright little boys when they are 
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playing. He took some clay and soaked 
it in the water until it was soft, and then 
with a little paddle he made it into a kind 
of square, only longer than it was wide 
and thick. It looked like what we call a 
“brick,” though it was not red. Then he 
put it out in the hot sun to dry, and made 
another and another and a lot. It took 
all the morning to make enough, and then he 
ran home to dinner. When he came back 
next day they were pretty dry and hard, 
and he made a fine dam with them and had 
a splendid waterfall. 

But, you see, he was a wise boy, and he 
began to think of other ways to use clay 
*“‘ bricks,” and pretty soon he hit upon the 
idea of making a playhouse with them, 
and he made one tall enough to stand up 
in. Ashe grew bigger and wiser, it occurred 


to him one day to try drying his brick in 
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the fire, and what do you think! It got 
very red and just as hard as a stone. 
But it wouldn’t stick any longer to the 
other bricks, because it was so dry and hard, 
but on the bottom of the brook the boy 
—I think his name was Shelah—found a 
slimy, sticky mud, and he put this mud 
between some of his burnt, red bricks, and 
then they stuck together so hard that, 
after a day or two, he couldn’t pull them 
apart ! 

He used to sit in the tent every evening 
and think and think how he would build 
things when he was a man. One day he 
said: “Mother, when I grow up you won’t 
need to live in a tent any more, for I am 
going to build a new kind of house out of 
red bricks—if I only knew how to put a 
roof on it, but that’s the bother!” His 
mother laughed and said: ‘“‘ How could you 
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get into a house of bricks; there wouldn’t 
be any flap to lift up! And there wouldn’t 
be any way for air to get in for you to 
breathe.” So Shelah had to think a lot 
more—how to make a door, and how to 
make windows. But he was a wonderful 
boy and he kept thinking of new things 
all the time, and little by little he thought 
how to build a roof, and how to make a door, 
and how to put windows in for air and light, 
though he had to use thin goat-skin instead 
of glass. Well, when he got it all thought 
out, he went off and got some of his cousins 
to help him, and they worked away and 
built a fine large house out of red brick, 
and it was the first house there had ever 
been in the world. And when the house 
was done, Shelah married a sweet, black- 
eyed girl, and they came to live in the new 


brick house, and all the persons from far 
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round about came to see Shelah’s house, 
which everybody talked of. 

That was, as I tell you, the first house, 
but other people soon learned how to make 
bricks and to build houses too. And they 
soon built bigger ones than Shelah’s— 
houses with two stories, and with three 
stories, and then higher still, with an attic 
in the top for the little boys and girls to 
play in when it rained. 

And, by and by, there came a man who 
said: “I can build a house that will go 
clear up into the sky, and up on the top 
of my big house you will be as high up as 
God is!” This man felt so big and 
mighty that he acted as though he owned 
the sky. You would have thought that 
he felt himself as great as God! And he 
would say: “You wait till we get my 


high tower-house done, then we can see 
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what goes on in heaven! And we shall be 
far up above the lightning!” I think 
his name was Magog. 

Well, Magog got all the people round 
about to help him, and they dug clay, 
and burned bricks year after year, and 
year after year. Shelah was now an old, 
old man, and he would come and watch 
them burn the bricks, and he would say : 
“You don’t need so many! Why don’t 
you build a house like mine? The wind 
will blow your house over if you get it so 
high.” But they laughed at old talkative 
Shelah, and went on making more bricks. 

Then they built a great broad foundation, 
which covered a large field, and up and up 
they went with their bricks, which they 
stuck together with sticky mud. But it 
took a long, long time to build it. Little 
boys grew to be big men; little girls grew 
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up and got married and had children of their 
own ; and still the high house wasn’t done. 
Old Shelah died, and Magog got to be an 
old man, and with his cane he would hobble 
out to see his high house go up. 

But one day, what do you think hap- 
pened ? Nobody could understand any 
more what anybody else said. They found 
that they all spoke different languages. 
When anybody said anything, it sounded 
like “ bar-bar-bar-bar-bar-bar,’ and it 
didn’t mean anything to the people who 
heard it! Of course, they couldn’t build 
any more, because nobody could tell any- 
body what to do. Poor old Magog just 
stood and stuttered away, but nobody 
knew what he was saying! The _ house, 
you see, never got up to the sky, and 
Magog found out that he wasn’t as great 


as God ; and he went home, we hope, and 
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said a little, quiet prayer by his bed and 
asked God to forgive him for thinking 
he was so mighty; and ever since, men 
have used bricks just to build houses 
with | 


HOW ABRAHAM CAME TO CANAAN. 


WHEN this person, about whom I am going 
to write a story, was a little boy, his name 
was Abram, and he lived in a low, flat 
country between two great rivers, in a 
city named Ur. When he was a little 
fellow, playing on the sandy shore of the 
great river that went rolling by, nobody 
knew that he was one day to become a 
famous man and was to be the father of 
a great race of people, but his mother felt 
that he was a very unusual boy! 

He had no Bible to read, for it had not 
been written yet, and he had no story books, 
for nobody knew how to write any; but 
his mother and his father and his old grand- 
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father told him stories. They could not 
tell him very much about God, for they 
did not know much about Him. In that 
country the people thought that the sun 
and the stars and the rivers and the palm 
trees were gods, and they prayed to these 
things, instead of to the great God who 
made the sun and the stars and the rivers 
and the trees. 

But Abram used to wonder a great deal 
about these things. He would sit by the 
river when the sun was sparkling on the 
ripples, and the beauty of the light and the 
water made his little soul thrill and he 
wished he knew how it all came to be. I 
have heard a story which tells how one 
night he sat up for the first time to see the 
stars. They were so _ beautiful and 
wonderful that he could not speak as he 
gazed up at them. When he had looked 
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he cried out “‘ Those wonderful stars must be 
God; I will pray to them.” But while 
he was praying the moon came up. It was 
so bright that it made the stars look very 
dim, and some of them were too dim for 
him to see them. This made him very still 
for a little time, and then he said: “ That 
light is very much greater and stronger 
than the stars. That must be God. I 
will pray to the beautiful moon.” But in 
the early morning, another light came 
streaming up the sky in the east. At 
first there were just rosy streamers of light, 
and then it grew brighter and brighter, 
until all the stars went out of sight and the 
moon grew too pale for him tosee it. Then 
the sun himself came up, at first with a 
soft and gentle light and heat, which soon 
became too dazzling for him to look straight 
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at it. He bowed his head for a long time 
and was very quiet and full of wonder. 
Then he said: ‘“‘ That sun is much stronger 
and greater than all the stars and the moon. 
He has made them all go out of sight before 
his light. He must be God. I will pray 
to him.” 

All day he watched the work of the sun. 
He saw how it made the birds sing, and 
how it waked up the flowers ; how it dried 
the dew and drove away the mist; how 
the trees lived on it, and how all things 
turned towards it, and he thought to 
himself : ‘‘ Yes, this must be the real God 
of the world. How beautiful he is up there 
in the blue dome of his sky!" But when 
he came out to look at the sun, after he had 
eaten his supper in the evening, he saw 
him far down in the west, now much more 
mild and gentle to look at, with beautiful 
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But in a few minutes he had dropped clear 
out of the sky. He was gone as the stars 
and the moon before him had gone. 
“There must be,’ he thought, “ Some- 
body greater and more powerful than the 
sun, for even the sun goes out of sight 
and disappears. There must be Somebody 
who brings him in in the morning and takes 
him away at night. There must be Some- 
body who made the sun and the moon and 
the stars. They are so beautiful that the 
Person who made them must be much 
more beautiful than they are. This great 
Person, greater than the stars, greater than 
the moon, greater than the sun, who made 
all and who guides them all, He must be 
God. I will pray to Him.” 

So Abram learned more about God, while 


he was a little boy, than anybody else in 
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that country knew, and when he grew up 
he wanted to move away from the country 
where people prayed to the stars and the 
sun and the rivers and trees and go to 
a new place, where he and his family could 
live by themselves, out in the fields with the 
sheep, and where they could learn more 
about the God who has made all the beau- 
tiful things in the world. One of the most 
beautiful things in all the world, Abram 
thought, was a young girl, named Sarah. 
It would have been very hard to go away 
and leave her behind. They had played 
together, and talked together about the 
things which Abram loved most to talk 
about, and they could not bear to be parted. 
Before he started on his long journey, 
Abram asked Sarah to be his wife, and 
so they went together. 

It was a long, long journey. They pode 
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on camels and carried with them all they 
had. They drove in front all their sheep 
and goats, the little lambs and the kids, 
and so, of course, they had to go very 
slowly. They stopped at first in a country 
named Haran, and they thought they would 
live there. They were glad to have the 
journey done and to set up their tents and 
to turn out their flocks in the fields as 
though it was home. But Abram did not 
quite like this country. He kept thinking 
of a better country farther on—a country 
he had heard about, named Canaan. 

One day there in Haran, after his dear 
old father had died, Abram heard a Voice 
speaking in his heart, and he knew that it 
was the Voice of that God he had learned 
to pray to as a boy, by the river in Ur, and 
he listened. The Voice told him that the 


time had come for him to go on to that 
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beautiful country of hills and rivers, named 
Canaan. And God said, “I will show thee 
the way, and I will go with thee. I will 
keep thee and bless thee. I will make thee 
great, and I will make thee the father of a 
very great people.’’ Soonce more they put 
all their goods upon the camels’ backs, and 
they gathered their flocks from the fields 
and started on to the country which was to 
be their land, and after many long days of 
travel, far off in the distance they saw the 
hills of Canaan, and were full of joy. After 
they got to this beautiful land and found 
their home and the fields for their flocks, 
a little laughing boy was born to Abram and 
Sarah, and because he laughed, he was 
named Isaac, which means “ the laugher ”’ ; 
and now that he had a son Abram was 
called by his longer name, Abraham, which 
means “ father.” 
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One day Abraham wanted to do some- 
thing that would please God very much, 
and he felt that he must give God the best 
thing he had in the world. Well the best 
thing he had in the world was his own dear 
son Isaac. It was terribly hard to give 
him up, but he thought he must do it, for 
he thought it would please God more than 
anything else. So he started off, with his 
little boy by his side, to go to the holy 
place where he expected to offer little 
laughing Isaac to God. But when he got 
there, all ready to give him, God told 
him that he might keep his boy. Standing 
there by the holy place, Abraham began to 
see that God wanted his love and trust, but 
that he didnot want totake away from him 
the child He had given him. And, hand 
in hand, under the beautiful stars, Abraham 


and his dear boy walked back together to 
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their home, too full of joy to speak. Years 
went by; Isaac grew to be a man, and 
Abraham became rich in flocks and herds, 
and many wonderful things happened to 
him in the new land to which he had 
come, but he and Isaac never forgot the 
day when they stood together in the holy 
place and God gave little Isaac back to his 
father. 


HOW A BOY CHEATED HIS 
BROTHER. 


ONcE in the old, old times (far older than 
the oldest man can remember) there was 
a boy named Jacob. He lived in a beau- 
tiful land called Canaan, where the hills 
almost touched the sky, where there were 
pleasant streams sparkling down the hill- 
sides, with strange-looking trees which 
bore dates instead of apples, and where 
many odd, queer animals hid in the woods, 
and sometimes ran out to catch a lamb 
or a goat. 

Jacob lived in a tent, for his father had 
no house, and his own little room was 


divided from his mother’s only by a curtain 
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let down from the top. He had one 
brother, named Esau, born the same day 
as Jacob, so that they were twins. But 
they did not look alike, as twins often do. 
Esau, had a face full of colour, with long, 
red hair down his back, and red hair on the 
back of his hands, so that his nickname 
was “ Reddie.” Jacob was a much finer- 
looking boy; his skin was fair, his hair 
was dark but very soft and shiny. He 
was a quiet, dreamy boy, and used to sit 
by the tent door and watch the brook as 
it ran by, wondering where it came from 
and where it was going. He often gazed 
up into the blue sky and asked himself 
whether he could some day climb the 
mountain near by and get up into that 
beautiful blue air where he thought God 
must be. 

His brother did not think of any of these 
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things. He did not care for blue sky and 
brooks, and he never dreamed of anything 
when he was awake. What he liked to do 
was to hunt and fish. He made himself 
a bow and some arrows, and he would 
hide in a thicket of bushes and watch for 
birds and animals to come near enough 
for him to shoot them. Sometimes he 
would hit a pigeon with his arrow, and 
the poor bird would drop on the ground 
and cry with pain until Esau came and 
killed it. Sometimes he shot a young 
deer, and as he ran home with it on his 
shoulder he could hear the mother-deer 
calling for it in the woods. Sometimes 
he would stay in the woods all day and 
would find nothing to shoot. Then when 
he came home at night he would be very 
cross and hungry. 


Jacob stayed at home and played in the 
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pasture with the dogs and with a pet kid. 
He learned to know all the plants and 
flowers, and in the evening when the stars 
came out he could tell the names of all the 
bright stars. He loved the stars almost 
more than he did the flowers. They always 
made his heart beat quick when he looked 
at them. What he liked best, when he 
got big enough for it, was to build a log-fire 
down near the brook and get his own supper 
out under the open sky where he could 
watch the stars come up. There was a 
kind of red wild bean which Jacob knew 
how to cook over his log-fire so that it fairly 
made his mouth water even to smell it, and 
he often had this for his supper, with bread 


and honey after it. 
One day Esau came in from the woods 


very tired and cross and hungry. He had 
had nothing to eat all day, and nothing 
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had come near enough for him to shoot it. 
As he walked along the brook, first he saw 
smoke, and next he smelled Jacob’s supper 
cooking. My, it smelled good! for just 
then Jacob was stirring it with the cover off! 

“Hello, Jacob, give me some of that 
splendid supper of yours, will you? I 
never was so hungry.’ Now, you must 
know, my dear reader, that Jacob was not 
at all a generous boy like you, I hope. He 
was close and rather selfish. I think I 
should call him stingy. He never gave 
anybody anything unless he got something 
for it. He liked to trade and “swap” 
things, but did not like to give things away. 
So he answered: “No, Reddie, you can’t 
have any.” Then he got frightened with 
the fear that Esau would just come and take 
it by main force, for Esau had great, hairy 


arms, and he was much stronger than 
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Jacob, so he said: ‘‘ What will you give 
me forit?” “TI will give you my bow and 
arrows.” “JI don’t want them,” said 
Jacob, “I wouldn’t shoot a bird or deer ; 
I love them too much to hurt them. But I 
tell you what I will do. I will let you have 
all this rich supper if you will promise me 
that Ican be the head-man of the tribe when 
we growup. You must let me be the chief 
and you must be under me. Will you 
promise ?”” Esau didn’t like to promise, 
but just then he couldn’t think of any- 
think but supper—hot, nice-smelling supper 
—and Jacob took the cover off so that 
the rich odour would come right up into 
Esau’s face. 

Now, one trouble with Esau was that 
when he wanted something to eat, some- 
thing within reach, he forgot other things 
that were farther off and which he would 
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want when he was grownup. [have heard 
that there are little boys like that now; 
but, of course, you, my little reader, are 
not that kind of boy! Anyway, Esau did 
not stop to think what a splendid thing it 
would be to be the head of the family, to 
carry in his hand the family staff, and to sit 
in his father’s seat, and to speak for the 
tribe, and so he said: “* Yes, Jacob, I will 
promise ; you give me the supper and you 
may have the birthright and be head of 
the family.” 

Jacob ran home very happy, for he 
thought much about the future and he 
often dreamed of himself as a great chief 
with large flocks and herds and many people 
around him. But as soon as he got home 
he began to grow unhappy, for he knew, 
when he sat down by his couchin the quiet 
room, that he had been mean and had 
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cheated his hungry brother. The worst 
thing about doing a mean thing is that 
before you know it you form the habit of 
doing mean things, and it was not very 
long before Jacob played another trick on 
his funny-looking brother. There came a 
day when Esau’s father was going to give 
him a great birthday-party, and was going 
to tell everybody that this boy was to be 
his choice for head of the tribe, and then 
he would put his hands on his head and say : 
“‘ This is my eldest son; let everybody be 
good to him and obey him and help him, 
and may all kinds of blessings come to 
him.” 

Well, while Esau was out in the woods 
hunting, Jacob put goats’ hair on his neck, 
and he fastened the hairy skin of a goat 
on his hands, and he came in and made his 
old blind father think that he was his hairy 
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brother Esau. And before the father 
knew the difference, he put his trembling 
hands on Jacob’s head and called him his 
eldest son, and chose him for the head of 
the tribe; and when poor Esau came in to 
get his father’s blessing, it was too late, 
for Jacob had got it ahead of him. 

I shall tell you another time how Jacob 
learned better, and got anew name. 


HOW JACOB GOT A NEW NAME. 


THE best thing about being a boy is that 
you grow and change all the time. You 
keep getting new clothes because you 
outgrow your old ones, and you get to be 
a new kind of a boy because you outgrow 
the old kind. Before you have time to 
get tired of being what you are now, you 
find that you have grown bigger and are 
a different boy. You can do things now 
you couldn’t do atalllast year; andas you 
live on you learn all the time the kind of 
boy you want to be. Some day you see a 
mean, selfish boy, and you say: “ Well, 
now, I know I don’t want to be like that ;” 


and sometimes you see yourself, and vou 
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find that you do not want to be like that 
any longer either! That is the way Jacob 
did—the boy who cheated his brother. 

He got his mother to let him go to visit 
his uncle Laban, far, far away from his 
own home, because he was afraid Esau 
might do something to hurt him. You 
can see him starting out early in the 
morning before Esau was up. He had a 
little bag over his shoulder with his dinner — 
in it and with a fresh pair of sandals to put 
on when the ones he had on were worn out, 
for he had a very long journey totake. His 
mother kissed him on each cheek and then 
on his lips; and off he starts alone over 
the hills across country. He had a lot to 
think about; ‘Shall I ever see mother 
again?” “What will Esau do when he 
finds I am gone?” “ Will Uncle Laban 
be glad to see me, I wonder?” “Itisa 
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great deal nicer staying at home than it 
is going off alone.” “I wish it wouldn’t 
get dark!” 

But it did get dark, just the way it always 
does at the end of the day, and Jacob had © 
to stop walking. He ate his supper out of 
his bag, and then wrapped his cloak about 
him and lay down to sleep under the open 
sky with a stone under his head for a pillow. 
He did not go to sleep as quickly as he 
did at home—there were too many things 
to think about, and he was not very com- 
fortable. The only thing he really liked 
was seeing the stars as they came out. He 
picked out the ones he knew, and thought 
of the beautiful stories his mother had 
told him about them, and he wondered if 
there were angels who could fly from one 
star to another. Then, without knowing 
when it happened, he fell asleep. 
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The next thing he knew was that he was 
seeing something he never saw before. 
There was a great ladder which went up 
from the hill where he was lying, and 
the top of it went into the sky itself. While 
he was looking at the bright ladder he saw 
shining angels come down on it. They 
hardly touched the rounds, for they had 
great wings to hold them up. Their faces 
were more beautiful than anything Jacob 
had ever seen. He watched them come 
close down to where he lay, and then he 
saw them go up the ladder again as quick 
as thought. Suddenly he looked up to the 
end of the ladder in the sky, and there he 
saw the Face of God—kind and loving 
and beautiful, like a mother’s face bending 
over a tiny baby, only more wonderful 
and bright. ) 

You must remember that this is a dream, 
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but it was just as real to Jacob as though 
he saw it all with his eyes wide open, and 
when he woke he felt sure God was near 
by and so close that he could speak to Him. 
Then he spoke with a quiet voice, the way 
you speak when you say your prayers, and 
he told God that he wanted Him to be his 
Friend all his life, and to go with him and 
keep him and bless him and to bring him 
back home some day to his father’s house 
again. And when he got up to go on his 
journey to his uncle’s house he felt strong 
and happy. He knew in his soul that God 
was still very near to him and wanted 
him to be good and not to do mean and 
selfish things to others. 

It was a long, long journey, but all 
journeys come to an end sometime, and at 
last he saw in the distance the great tent 
where his uncle lived and all the fields 
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round about full of his uncle’s cattle and 
sheep. It was almost evening now. The 
sky was red in the west, the hills in the east 
were touched with sunset light, and right 
in front of Jacob by a great well of water 
stood the most beautiful maiden he had 
ever seen in his life. He could not take 
his eyes from her lovely face, and when he 
spoke to her she answered with a voice 
which sounded to him like music. She 
said that she was Laban’s daughter and 
would take Jacob to her father’s home. 
He knew at once that he loved this beautiful 
girl, and he made up his mind that she must 
some day be his wife. 

But this is not a fairy story. In fairy 
stories a fairy comes and helps the hero 
get the princess for his bride. In real 
stories, like this one, the hero has to work 


hard and go through many troubles and win 
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his bride himself. Jacob had to work many 
long years for Rachel’s father—for Rachel 
was the beautiful maiden’s name—before 
he could get her for his wife. Rachel’s 
father was a mean and tricky man. He 
kept putting Jacob off, and he played 
sharp tricks on him the way Jacob himself 
had done with his brother Esau. But at 
last, after fourteen years, Jacob got beau- 
tiful Rachel for his bride, and they went 
home together to their new tent, far away 
from Laban’s tent. 

Then Jacob worked seven years more for 
hard old Uncle Laban, who paid him 
with sheep and cows and goats and camels, 
so that Jacob got very rich, and all the 
fields around his tent were full of his own 
flocks and cattle. I am sorry to say that 
sometimes Jacob forgot that Face which 
he saw in his dream, he forgot that a voice 
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in his soul had told him to be fair and true, 
he forgot that he was trying to outgrow 
his mean old self, and he sometimes played 
tricks on his uncle, as he had before on his 
brother, and he got many sheep and cattle 
by doing things that were mean and unfair. 

After he had spent more than twenty 
years in his uncle’s country and had many 
children of his own and many flocks, he 
decided to go back to his old home to see 
his father and his mother and his twin 
brother, red Esau. It was a very different 
journey from the one coming out. Then 
he was alone and poor, with all his life 
before him; now he was grown to be a 
man, with a large family, and very rich 
with his great flocks. 

It was a wonderful sight to see the long 
procession go by. The women, and among 


them Jacob’s beautiful wife, rode on little 
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donkeys, and the tiny children rode with 
their mother. The little boys rode on 
camels, which looked like boats walking 
off on legs. The larger boys walked or ran 
about full of excitement, seeing a thousand 
things they had never seen before. Behind 
the family came the great droves of cows 
and sheep and goats and camels, and you 
could hear the men cracking their long 
whips and shouting at the animals. 

One night they all camped by a beautiful 
little river named Jabbok. The boys 
found many new flowers here, and they had 
a nice, cool swim in the clear water and 
then they went off to bed, in the great tent 
which the camels had brought on their 
backs. Jacob did not go to bed that 
night. He was thinking how when he 
crossed this river he would be back in his 


home country again. He thought over all 
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his past life—how he had cheated his 
brother, how he had cheated his uncle, 
how often he did things which made him 
sorry afterwards. He wished he was a 
different man. He wished the bad in him 
would drop off the way the dead leaves 
drop in Spring when the new buds come 
out. 

He was standing by the swift-flowing 
river, the stars were out overhead, the air 
was still—only the chirp of a wide-awake 
cricket was heard. Suddenly Jacob felt 
somebody pulling at him. He tried to 
get away, but he couldn’t—he felt a tight 
hand holding him, as though someone was 
wrestling with him or trying to pull him 
apart. He tried hard to see who it was, 
but his eyes could see nobody. It was not 
like anything he ever had happen before. 
All night the great hand pulled and tugged 
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upon him, and he never once got away, try 
as much as he might. 

Did you ever see a little boy stuck in 
deep mud or clay and his father trying to 
pull him out ? The clay holds his feet fast 
and his father with his hands under his 
arms pulls and lifts until the little fellow 
feels as though he would break in two. 
Jacob felt something like that. But by 
and by he knew what was happening. 
He discovered that God was trying to pull 
the good self in him up out of the mean 
old self, the way you pull a plant up by 
the roots. Perhaps now the old bad self 
would drop off and a new and noble man 
would come out. It hurt to be pulled at 
that way, but he did not mind it if he could 
only be changed into a good person. In 
the morning when the sun came up he 
caught a glimpse of the Face he saw before 
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in his dream, and he heard a voice say: 
“He is a new man now. We will no 
longer call him Jacob—the mean and 
tricky man. We will call him Israel— 


God’s prince and hero.” 
p 


HOW JOSEPH GOT LOST AND GOT 
FOUND. 


Most little people dream at night, and very 
often when they wake up in the morning 
forget their dreams, the way they forget 
their troubles as soon as something inter- 
esting happens. But once there was a 
little boy who used to dream in the daytime, 
when he was wide awake, and he did not 
forget his dreams—he remembered them 
and thought a great deal about them. 
His name was Joseph, and he was the son 
of Jacob, the man who had his name 
changed. Joseph would sit down in the 
fields, where the reapers were cutting the 
tall grain, and wmagine what he was going 


grt 
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to do when he grew up, and there would 
come to him a beautiful dream about his 
own life. He always dreamed that he 
would do great things in the world and rise 
to be a great person and save many people’s 
lives and make them happy. The more he 
dreamed about the things God wanted him 
to do in the world, the more he decided that 
he must be a pure and noble boy, so that 
he could get ready to do the things he 
dreamed about. He decided that he 
wouldn’t tell a lie and he wouldn’t act a 
lies; that he would be just as true and pure 
when nobody was watching him as he was 
when people were all about him. He had 
no mother; she had died when he was 
very little, so that his father had to be 
both father and mother to him, and of 
course his father loved him more than 


anybody can tell, and he was very happy 
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when he saw what a splendid boy Joseph 
was growing to be. He had dreamed about 
great things when he was a boy, and he 
loved Joseph all the more when he found 
that his boy was dreaming of a great life 
and a great future. 

One day the father bought Joseph a 
wonderful coat, with long, flowing sleeves, 
and with many colours in it, such as the sons 
of the nobles wore. This new coat made 
Joseph’s brothers very angry with him, 
for they hai only poor working coats to 
wear, and they saw that he was different 
from them. They never had any day- 
dreams. They had to work while their 
brother, with his gaudy coat, lay on the 
bundles of grain and dreamed about his 
future. Then it provoked them to have 
him tell them of his dreams—how he was to 
be a high and mighty person, and how they, 
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the hard-working brothers, would have to 
bow down to him. They were slow and 
stupid and could not appreciate the fine 
and noble spirit in their brother who was 
so unlike them, and they did not know, 
what we know to-day, that the way to 
become great and good is to expect to be 
and to plan for it when you are young. 
Well, these brothers—and you must 
remember that Joseph had ten of them 
besides his good, kind little brother 
Benjamin—decided one day to get rid of 
him and not to be any longer annoyed 
with his dreams. First they put him down 
in a deep pit, perhaps just to scare him. 
But pretty soon a band of Ishmaelites, 
who were a kind of ancient gipsies, came 
by that way, and it occurred to some of 
the brothers that they could sell Joseph to 
these gipsies, so they pulled him up out of 
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the pit and sold him for twenty pieces of 
silver to the Ishmaelites, who put him on 
a camel and took him down to Egypt. 
His father thought he was dead, for the 
wicked brothers dipped Joseph’s coat in the 
blood of an animal and brought it home 
all blood-stained, so that the poor father 
supposed that his boy had been killed by a 
wild beast. 

Joseph did not cry and moan, the way 
many boys would have done. When he 
found that he was being carried away into 
Egypt, he said to himself: “I wonder 
if my chance is coming now ?_ I know.God 
is going sometime to use me for great things. 
I will try harder than ever to be ready for it 
when the time comes.” When the camel 
drivers got to the great capital of Egypt 
they sold Joseph to be a slave in the house 
of a great nobleman named Potiphar. 
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Joseph made up his mind to do Potiphar’s 
work so well that his master would raise him 
to a higher position, and, sure enough, 
very soon he was made the head person in 
the house ; but now came the great test 
of Joseph’s goodness. Potiphar’s wife 
was not a good woman, and she tried to 
get Joseph to do something very wrong, 
very wicked. But, as we know, Joseph 
had kept pure and noble all his life—he 
had thought and dreamed about good things 
and true things, so that he stood up now 
like a man and said: “No, I am going to 
keep pure and true, and I will not do 
wrong to please anybody.” 

This made Potiphar’s wife angry, and she 
got her husband to throw Joseph into an 
Egyptian prison. It did not look now as 
though his dreams would ever come true, 


and most persons would have lost hope, 
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but Joseph did not lose hope, and his 
dreams did come true. He found in the 
prison the butler of King Pharaoh, and he 
was very kind to this butler, and told him 
that the king was going soon to bring him 
back into favour and make him butler in 
the palace as he used to be. ‘“‘ When you 
get back,” Joseph said, “in your place 
before the king, I hope you will remember 
me and help me get out of prison.” For 
a long time the butler forgot Joseph, but 
one night the king had a strange dream, 
and nobody could tell him what it meant. 
He dreamed that he saw seven fine, fat 
cows feeding by a river, and near them 
seven poor, thin cows feeding. Suddenly— 
for funny things happen in dreams—the 
thin cows swallowed the fat cows, and only 
the thin ones were left. Now nobody 


could tell the meaning of the dream, but 
7 
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the butler all at once remembered Joseph, 
and he told Pharaoh that there was a 
wise person in prison who seemed to know 
everything and who could tell what dreams 
meant, so the king sent quickly for Joseph. 
Now his chance was coming. “ Yes,” he 
said, ““I know what the king’s dream 
means, for God has told me in my soul. 
It means that there will be seven years 
with rich and splendid harvests, and then 
there will come seven years of famine, 
when no grain will grow at all, and these 
sevcn years will swallow up all that grew 
in the seven good years. The king ought 
to appoint a man to gather up the grain 
during the good years and store it in great 
barns and save it for the long years of 
famine when nothing will grow.” 

The king saw that this was very wise 


advice, so he said; “TJ will make you my 
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governor to do all this. You shall be next 
to me in the kingdom. You shall have 
a royal carriage to ride in, a royal chain 
about your neck; you shall have my 
daughter for your wife, and everybody 
shall do what you say.” 

You see, Joseph’s chance had come, 
and he knew how to use it. He built 
great buildings, and filled them with grain, 
though the people could not imagine what 
he was doing it for. But after a while the 
famine began, no grain grew, and there 
was nothing to eat. Then the people came 
to buy Joseph’s grain, and they saw how 
wise he had been to save it up. Pretty 
soon the famine reached the land of 
Canaan, where Joseph’s father and his 
brothers lived, and they heard that there 
was grain to sell in Egypt, so Jacob sent 
ten of his sons down to buy grain. He 
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would not let Joseph’s youngest brother, 
Benjamin, go, for fear something would 
happen to him. After a long, slow journey 
the ten brothers arrived in Egypt and 
came before Joseph to buy grain. He saw 
at once that they were his brothers, though 
they did not know him at all, for he was 
dressed like a prince and had changed very 
much since the day when they put him in 
the pit. Joseph made believe that he 
was angry. He called them spies and made 
them tell who they were and where they 
had come from. They said that there used 
to be twelve brothers, for they had a 
young brother at home with their father, 
and one brother was lost years ago. Joseph 
told them that they must go back and get 
their young brother and bring him down, for 
he would not sell them any more grain 
until he saw the young brother, and that 
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one of them must stay in prison while the 
others went to Canaan for Benjamin. 
This made the brothers very sad, but there 
was no way out of it, and so they took some 
grain and started back leaving poor brother 
Simeon behind in prison. For a long time 
Jacob would not let Benjamin go, but 
after a time they got so hungry that he 
consented, and Judah, one of the brothers, 
promised to bring him back safe or give 
up his own life. 

When they got to Egypt they all filed 
in before Joseph, and this time he saw his 
own dear brother, Benjamin, among them. 
He could hardly keep back his tears, and 
a great love swelled up in his heart. He 
had his servants give them a dinner in his 
home, and they were surprised to find that 
they were all seated at table according 
to their age—the oldest at the head and 
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the youngest at the foot, but the youngest 
had five times as much to eat as any of the 
rest. Then Joseph’s servants filled their 
sacks with grain and put their money, 
which they brought to pay for the grain, 
in the top of the sacks, so that they would 
find it when they untied them, and Joseph 
had the servants put his precious silver cup 
in the sack which belonged to Benjamin. 
Then the eleven brothers put their sacks 
on their donkeys and started off for home. 
They had only gone a little distance when 
aservant camerunning afterthem. “ Hold 
on,” he cried, “my master says that one 
of you has stolen his precious silver cup.” 

““Oh no, we haven't,” they all said 
together ; “we would not think of doing 
such a thing.” They were so sure they 
hadn’t taken it that they said: “If you 


can find the cup in any of our sacks you may 
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kill the one who has it in his sack and the 
rest of us will be your slaves forever.” 
Then they untied the sacks and found all 
their money, and in Benjamin’s sack they 
found the cup. You can imagine how 
they felt. They thought that poor Ben- 
jamin must die and that they must all 
be slaves in Egypt and never see their home 
any more. When they got back to Joseph’s 
house, Judah, with his face all wet with 
tears, began to speak: “Oh, my lord, 
do not kill our brother, Benjamin, for if 
the boy cannot go back to his home his 
poor father will die with sorrow; take 
my life instead of his, for his father loves 
him very much.” 

Now Joseph could not hold in any longer, 
as he heard of his own dear father and as 
he saw the sorrow of his brothers. He 


burst into tears—for people cry when they 
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are happy—and he said: “ I am your long- 
lost brother, Joseph. I forgive you all 
for sending me away. God has made me 
a great man in Egypt, and through me He 
has saved father and you and all the 
people from the famine.” Then Joseph 
kissed them all, and he threw his arms 
around Benjamin and wept upon his neck, 
and he gave them wagons to go up to 
Canaan and bring down his old father and 
all his brothers’ families, 


THE STORY OF A BOY WHO BECAME 
A GREAT LEADER. 


THERE is a beautiful country in the Far 
East named Egypt. A great river runs 
through it, and many wonderful things 
used to happen by the shores of this river. 
Years and years ago the children of Israel 
lived in Egypt, where they were made slaves 
by the mighty king, Pharaoh; and they 
had to work all the time for him, while 
a man with a great whip stood behind 
them and struck them if they did not work 
hard enough to suit him. 

They were very unhappy, for they were 
‘ never free and they never could do the 
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things they wanted to do; but the thing 
which made them most unhappy was that 
men used to come and steal their little 
baby boys, and carry them away, and 
never bring them back to their mothers. 

One day there was a little boy baby 
born to a very good man and woman who 
lived on the shore of the great river Nile, 
and they loved him so much that they 
could not bear to have somebody come 
and steal fim. He was named Moses, 
and was a lovely baby—the loveliest, his 
mother thought, that had ever been born ! 
At first the mother hid him away in a 
dark room, but she was afraid some 
Egyptian man might come and look through 
the house and find him and carry him off, 
so she took some rushes from the shore of 
the river and wove them together into a 
little basket. Then she put pitch on 
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the inside and on the outside of the basket, 
so that no water could run through, and 
she laid a soft blanket on the bottom and 
put her little boy in 1‘ and hid it in a cove 
of the river where tall grasses and rushes 
grew. The little baby’s sister, Miriam, 
played around near by on the shore where 
she could watch the cradle-boat and could 
run to it if the baby cried. 

One day a beautiful princess, the daughter 
of the king, came down to the shore, 
with her maidens, to bathe in the river, 
and as she was swimming along in the 
water she saw the queer-looking cradle- 
boat. She couldn’t imagine what was in 
it, and she was a little afraid to open it 
herself, but she sent one of her maidens to 
lift up the cover, and there they saw 
the beautiful boy. He was the one who 
was afraid now, and he began to cry, for 


108 STORIES OF HEBREW HEROES. 


he had never before seen anybody but his 
own father and mother and sister. 

The princess was a very unusually good 
princess, and the minute she saw the baby 
she loved him and wanted to keep him for 
her own boy. She looked up and saw 
Miriam on the shore, and she said: “ Little 
girl, I have found a baby in a basket here 
in the river, and I want a nurse for him ; 
run and fetch a good woman to take 


care of him for me.” Miriam only knew 


¢ d 


of one “ good woman ”’ in the world, and 
that was her own mother ; so she ran home 
and got her to come, and so Moses’ own 
mother was hired to be his nurse! That 
made them all very happy, and little Moses 
and his sister grew up together and played 
together, the way boys and girls do now. 
When he was grown to be quite a tall boy 


he went to live in the palace with the 
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princess. It was a wonderful palace, with 
beautiful gardens and great, high rooms. 
He had everything he wanted, and he 
had teachers to teach him all that anybody 
in the world knew ; but he missed his little 
sister and he missed his real mother very 
much, and I am sure the palace never felt 
quite like home! 

But he stayed in the palace and dressed 
like a prince, and the people all thought 
he was the son of the princess; but he 
could not forget his old home and his own 
people, who had to be slaves and who had 
to have their babies stolen away from them, 
and he used to say to himself: ‘“‘ When 
I grow to be a great, strong man, I am 
going to set my people free!” 

But one day something happened which 
made the king very angry with Moses, 
and so he took off his beautiful prince’s 
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robe and put on old clothes and ran away 
from Egypt, and kept sheep in the country 
for a priest who lived near Mount Sinai. 
It was very quiet there, but the sky was 
more beautiful than anywhere else in the 
world, and the stars looked very large at 
night, and Moses loved to watch them, and 
to sit and think. 

One day when he was driving the sheep 
along by the edge of the mountain and all 
was still and the air was very clear, Moses 
saw a strange bush all on fire. He stopped 
to watch it, and then he saw that it was 
not like any other fire, for the bush did not 
burn up at all, but stayed there without 
having the fire hurt it, just as though the 
fire were sunlight. And while he was 
looking he heard a voice which said: 
“Take off thy shoes, for this is a holy 
place and God is going to speak to thee” 
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Moses had never heard anything like it 
before, and he didn’t know that God could 
speak to people, but he listened, and he 
found that he could hear, just as you do 
in a dream, and the voice said: “ My 
name is IJ am, for I live all the time and I 
am everywhere, and I am going now to send 
thee to set my children free and to be 
their leader, and I will bring you up to a 
beautiful land where there is plenty of milk 
and honey and flowers, and it shall be your 
land for ever.” 

But it was a long, long time before the 
old king, Pharaoh, would let Moses take 
his people away from Egypt. He tried 
every way to keep them, but such dreadful 
things happened to the king that one day 
he told Moses that he might take his people 
and go away as fast as he could ; but when 
they started on their march the old king 
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was sorry he had let them go, and he got 
all his chariots and horses and all his 
soldiers and chased after them to bring 
them back. There they were, with the 
king coming behind them and with the 
Red Sea in front of them. It looked as 
though they would all be killed, and they 
didn’t know what to do. But a place 
opened right through the sea for them 
to go, and they marched straight ahead, 
with Moses in front, and came out on the 
other side. Then the king, Pharaoh, 
followed with his great army and tried 
to catch them, but when he was in the 
middle of the sea the water came back 
with a rush, and all the chariots were sunk, 
and Moses never saw the Egyptians again ! 

It was a long, long journey, and many 
strange things happened, but after forty 
years they got to the beautiful land, with 
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its milk and honey and flowers. Moses 
died just before they got there; but he 
climbed up on a high mountain and looked 
across and saw it, saw its beautiful hills 
and rivers, and saw the blue waters beyond, 
and he knew that the people he had led so 
long would one day be free and happy 
in the land which God had promised them. 


HOW A LITTLE BOY WAS CHOSEN 
KING. 


ONCE, in a country named Canaan, far away 
and long ago, there ruled a king named 
Saul. He was a mighty man, with broad 
shoulders, great arms and legs, and so tall 
that he stood a whole head higher than any 
other man in the country. The people 
thought he would be a splendid king because 
he was so big and so fine looking, and they 
were very happy when he was chosen to 
rule over them. 

But big men are not always good men. 
They can throw a spear farther, they van 


Ti4 


A LITTLE BOY CHOSEN KING II5 


bend a stiffer bow and make an arrow fly 
a greater distance than anybody else, but 
sometimes they do not think as good 
thoughts as littler men do. They can be 
selfish and think only of what they want 
to get for themselves. They sometimes 
use their great strength and power to do 
wrong things, and then they are bad kings 
and they make their people wish that they 
had a king who was good, even if he was 
not so tall and so broad across his 
shoulders. 

Well, the people in Canaan got tired of 
big king Saul, and they wished they had 
a king who would do good things and wise 
things for them, and show them how to 
live noble and beautiful lives as well as how 
to fight battles. There was one great, 
good man in the country. He name was 
Samuel. He loved his country very much, 
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and he spent all his time thinking how he 
could help people love God and what he 
could do to make the country better. 
Samuel knew that his country would never 
be a happy land until it had a king who 
was a good man, and so he thought he 
ought to go out and find somebody to be 
the new king. 

He got up early in the morning, and 
started off to find a king. He had a long 
stick in his hand for a cane. Over his 
shoulder was a strap which held a ram’s 
horn filled with oil. 

He had a long white beard which came 
down to his waist, and, though he looked 
very old, he walked fast and had a fine, 
bright colour in his eyes. When the 
people saw him go by with the horn of 
oil over his shoulder, they wondered what 
was going to happen, and they stood by 
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their doors and watched him until his 
white head went out of sight over the hills. 
He walked straight on till he came. to 
the little city of Bethlehem in among the 
hills, and there he stopped at the house 
of a man named Jesse. 7 

Jesse had eight sons. The oldest of them 
was a tall, big man, almost as fine looking 
as king Saul himself. When Samuel saw 
this oldest son he thought to himself, 
““ What a splendid king that straight, tall, 
broad-built man would make. I believe 
I will take my horn of oil and anoint him 
to be the new king.” But just then some- 
thing inside, like the voice inside which 
tells little boys and little girls not to do 
wrong things and to be good, told Samuel 
that he must not pick out a man to be king 
just because he happened to be big and 
strong, and that he must wait until he 
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found somebody who was sure to be noble 
and good. Then Samuel stopped un- 
buckling his strap, and let the horn hang 
on his shoulder. 

One after another, Jesse’s sons came 
in and sat down in front of the old man, 
and he looked at them until they thought 
he would see right into their hearts and 
read everything they had ever done. They 
wondered what made him look at them 
so long and so closely, and they were very 
glad when he said in turn to each one, 
‘“* Now you may go,” and they said to their 
father in the evening, ‘“‘ What made that 
old man with the long beard look at us 
so hard?” And the father answered, 
“Some day I will tell you.” 

So seven of Jesse’s sons came by, and 
Samuel saw that none of them would do. 
He stroked his long beard and sat for 
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a time in deep silence. Then he rose as 
if to go, reached after his long stick, 
leaned on it awhile with his head bowed, 
and after a minute he suddenly asked, 
“Have you no more sons?” “ Yes,” 
said Jesse, “I have one more. He is my 
youngest boy, and he is out on the hillside 
in the field over there, watching the 
sheep.” “I must see him,” said the old 
man, his face lighting up again with eager 
interest. ‘Send for him at once.” 

Then Jesse went to the door and 
beckoned to a little black messenger boy, 
and told him to run to the field and bring 
in his young master. As the messenger 
came near the field, he put his fingers to 
his lips and blew a strong, shrill whistle. 
The sheep stopped feeding and looked 
up with intelligent faces. 

The youngest boy, little David, with his 
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shepherd’s crook in his hand, was lying 
under the shadow of a great rock, watching 
the sheep and lambs as they fed in the 
tall grass along the edge of a beautiful 
brook. When he heard the whistle he 
jumped to his feet, ran to an old servant 
who was in the field with him, and told 
the servant to watch the flock until he 
came again. Then with his head thrown 
back, his long hair waving out behind 
him, he ran towards the house. As he 
ran, the colour came in his cheeks, and 
when he reached the door of the house, 
where the old white-haired man was 
standing, watching for him to come, his 
face was all alight with life and beauty. 
He wore a loose robe, fastened at his waist 
by a bright coloured scarf or sash. He 
had sandals on his feet, from his sash hung 


a little bag, and by it there was a sling. 
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In his left hand he carried a small harp, 


with lilies tied to the strings. Samuel 
had never in his life seen such a beautiful 
boy, and as the old man looked on him 
and looked through him, as prophets do, 
he could see that his soul was as beautiful 
as his face. 

“Tell me what you do all day out in the 
fields,’ said the kind old man. And 
David was not afraid any more than he 
would have been before his mother, or 
playing his harp among the sheep, and 
he spoke with a voice as soft and sweet as 
music: ‘In the morning I lead the sheep 
from the fold out into the field, high up 
on the hillside, and if there are any lambs 
too small or too weak to walk, I carry 
them in my arms. I love every one of 
them, and I have names for them all. 


They will come to me whenever I call 
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their names, and when they come I give 
them salt from my hand. Then I look in 
the grass for lilies and cyclamen, and I 
watch the ants building their dirt-houses, 
and the funny little snakes who always 
seem in such a hurry. I love everything 
our good God has made, and I like to 
see how they all live and work and play. 
When I play on my harp the quails come 
flying around me, and I give them some 
of my parched corn which they take out 
of my hand. Sometimes when I play quick 
tunes the crickets jump about as though 
they were trying to dance in time. While 
the sheep are lying by the brook, under 
the shadow of the hills, when the hot sun 
streams straight down on the fields, I sit 
in the shelter of a great rock and watch 
the eagle flying high in the air. I wish I 
could see the world from up there, and I 
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wonder what it looks like beyond the 
hills. Then I think how I should like to 
be a king and make all the people in our 
land good and happy. But I laugh when 
I think how funny it would be to see a 
shepherd boy like me a king ! 

“When I feel very happy I sing 
little Psalms which I make all myself. I 
was just singing one when I heard the 
whistle. I looked up to the beautiful sky 
above the hills, and I wondered if there 
was not somebody up there who watched 
over us the same way I watch over my 
sheep, and almost without knowing what 
I was doing I caught up my harp and sang 
a new Psalm like this: ‘God is my Shep- 
herd. He leads me in the grass and by 
the brook. When I go in a dark place I 
hear His crook on the rock ahead. I shall 


never be afraid again. He will always care 
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for me, and bring me to His house.’” 
As the boy played and sang, his face grew 
more than ever beautiful, and as the old 
man leaned forward and listened, a tear 
rolled down each cheek because he was 
so full of joy. Then he unbuckled his 
strap, took the horn from his shoulder, 
and poured the oil on little David’s head, 
saying as he did so, “Some day this little 
shepherd boy will see the world beyond 
the hills and will be a king, and he will 
make many people good and happy.” 


HOW A BOY KILLED A GIANT. 


Once there was a great giant, named 
Goliath, who lived in Gath, a royal city of 
the Philistines. The Philistines were a very 
bold and warlike people who dwelt along the 
border of the country of the children of 
Israel, and they were always trying to drive 
these children of Israel out and to get the 
beautiful country between the Jordan and 
the Great Sea for themselves. They 
worshipped a fish for their god, they 
built lofty temples to keep their fish-idols 
in, and they thought their god would help 
them conquer the people who worshipped 
Jehovah ; but he could not do it, as you 


will see. 
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Goliath was more than nine feet tall, 
-as tall as you would be, my little reader, 
if you stood upon your father’s shoulders. 
He wore a brass helmet on his head so that 
no sword could cut him, and he had a brass 
coat which covered his body and his arms. 
Then he had strips of brass buckled round 
his legs, and a great shield, which a slave 
carried in front of him. In his powerful 
right hand he held a spear so big that no 
boy to-day could lift it, and besides this 
terrible weapon he also had a sword and 
a javelin. He thought nobody ever could 
kill him, and he told the Philistines that 
they could stay in their tents and he 
would fight their battles for them. 

He was very proud and haughty, and 
he would stride out and stand where he 
could make the children of Israel hear his 


deep voice, and then he would dare them 
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to come and fight with him. He would 
say: “If you can kill me, then my people 
shall all be your slaves, but if I kill the 
man who comes out to fight with me, then 
all your people shall be our slaves.” Every- 
body that heard him speak was frightened, 
for they all felt sure that there was no one 
who could kill such a monstrous giant as 
he was. 

While this brass-covered Goliath was 
striding out day after day and daring the 
mighty men of Israel to come out to fight 
with him, there was, not very far away, a 
boy named David, keeping his father’s 
sheep by the brooks, close to the city of 
Bethlehem. He loved his sheep and he 
loved the wild flowers and the birds, but he 
often dreamed, as he lay in the soft grass, 
of the great things he was going to do in 
the world when he was grown to be a man. 
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While he was lying near the bank of a 
swift brook, wondering what his big 
brothers were doing in the battles with the 
Philistines, suddenly a servant touched 
him on the shoulder and told him that 
his father wanted him at the house. 

David rose and ran, as he had done once 
before when the old prophet, Samuel, 
the king-maker, had sent for him. When 
he reached the house he saw a little cart 
filled with loaves of bread and cheese and 
parched corn. His father came out and 
said: “David, my son, I want you to 
take these things to your brothers in the 
battle-camp, and you must find out how 
they are and how the battle is going.” 

You may be sure David was giad to hear 
what his father said, for he wanted very 
much to see the soldiers, with their great 
spears, and to see what a battle was like. 
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He ran and kissed his mother, and started 
off briskly for the camp. He felt, some- 
how, in his soul that something great and 
wonderful was going to happen to him. 
Just as he got to his brothers’ camp the 
great giant strode out, with the sun flash- 
ing on his helmet, and David thought he 
had never seen such a terrible man, and 
he fairly trembled when he heard Goliath 
dare anybody to fight with him; but he 
said quietly to himself: “I am going 
to do it.”” He turned to a man that stood 
by and asked what would be done to the 
person who should kill this great enemy 
and set the people free, and the man said: 
“The king will make him very, very rich, 
and he will give him his own daughter, a 
beautiful princess, to be his wife, and he 
will make his family very famous in the 


land.” 
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David wanted these things, but, deep 
down in his heart, he wanted much more to 
do a deed that would help his people and 
that would please the God he worshipped. 

Pretty soon the king heard that there was 
a brave, splendid looking boy come to the 
camp, and he sent for David, and David 
came to the king and said: “I am ready 
to go out and fight this wicked giant.” 


bf 


“You cannot go,” said the king; “ you 
are only a boy, and he is a mighty soldier.” 

““T know I am a boy,” answered David, 
“but I am not afraid. Once I killed a 
lion that came to steal one of my lambs. 
I caught him by the beard and slew him ; 
and once I killed a bear that got amongst 
the sheep. God, who helped me then, will 
help me now. Let me go out against this 
giant.” 


Then the king put his own armour on 
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David. He buckled a great iron coat about 
his waist. He put a brass helmet on his 
head, and he fastened a heavy sword by 
his side. The shepherd boy hardly knew 
himself, and when he walked he was so 
heavy, he could scarcely lift his feet. He 
turned to the king and said: “I cannot 
go with this armour. I am not used to 
it. Please take it off and let me go as I 
went to fight the lion.” So the king 
unbuckled the armour and took it off, 
but he expected now that his poor little 
champion would surely be killed. 

David started off with only a sling in one 
hand and a walking-stick in the other. 
All the soldiers in the army lined up on the 
hills to see what would happen, but David’s 
brothers felt sure that they would never 
see their fair-faced shepherd ‘boy again. 
As he ran down the hill to meet the 
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giant he crossed a brook, and he stopped 
in it long enough to pick up five smooth, 
round stones, which he put in the bag 
hanging from his girdle. Then he ran on 
until he stood in front of the great brass- 
covered warrior. 

When Goliath saw him he laughed at 
him and made fun of him: ‘“ Do you think 
I am a little dog that can be killed with a 
stick! Why, I shall kill you in a minute, 
and leave you here for the birds to eat.” 

But David was not frightened a bit. He 
stood still and said: “ You have a great 
sword and a spear and a javelin, and you 
think you can kill me with a stroke, but I 
come with the power of the great God, and 
' you cannot hurt me at all, and all the 
Philistines will know in a few minutes 
that our God is the true God, for they will 
see you lying here, still and dead.” 
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Then he took a stone from the bag at 
his side and put it in his sling, and swung 
it around his head and sent it straight at 
the giant. It went through the air with a 
whistling noise and hit Goliath on his 
forehead, where he had no armour, and he 
fell over as a tree falls on the ground, and 
all the children of Israel watching on the 
hills knew that the shepherd boy with his 
sling had saved their country and made 
them free. 

** n a % 

One day when David had grown up and 
was a man with hard battles to fight, he 
found himself hard pressed by his enemies 
and without any sword to fight with. He 
turned aside and went to one of the holy 
places in the country near by, and asked 
the priest there if he had a sword to lend 
him. The priest said: “ Yes, I have a 
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wonderful sword. It is a trophy of the 
nation, and we keep it wrapped up in a 
cloth and laid away in a sacred place. 
It is the sword of the great giant, Goliath, 
whom David killed, and with this sword 
he cut off the giant’s head.”” And David’s 
eyes flashed, and he said to the priest: 
“Give me that sword—it is just the one 
I want,” and with this sword, by which he 
had won his victory as a boy, he went out 
to fight the battles of the man. 

That is what you will do, my young 
reader, you will fight the battles of your 
later life with the strength and skill won 
through the victories of your youth. 


THE STORY OF A BEAUTIFUL 
FRIENDSHIP. 


I HAVE told you how David was anointed 
king, and how with nothing but a sling and 
a stone he killed the great giant, Goliath ; 
but the most beautiful thing in David’s 
life was his love for his friend, Jonathan, 
the son of King Saul. 

When David came back from his great 
fight with the giant and stood talking with 
the king, Jonathan stood near by and 
watched the young hero, and as he listened 
to him his soul was knit to David and he 
loved him as he loved his own soul. 

David never went back again to his 
sheep ; he went to live in the king’s house, 
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and he played on his harp and sang for 
the king when he was tired or sad or ill, 
and wanted music to cheer him. But 
David was not happy in the king’s house, 
for the king soon got angry because the 
people liked David better than they did 
himself, and the king tried to kill David. 
One day when David was playing his harp 
and was singing, the king suddenly threw 
his spear at him and tried to pin him 
against the wall, but David dodged it and 
ran away where he was safe. 

The more the king hated David, the more 
Jonathan loved him. One day they took 
each other by the hand and promised 
through everything to love each other. To 
show their love they exchanged their 
clothes—David put on Jonathan’s robe, 
and Jonathan put on David’s; and in 


the same way they exchanged their 
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swords and their bows and their girdles, 
and they were to each other like twin 
brothers. 

Whenever Saul had any plan formed to 
kill David, Jonathan would slip away and 
tell his friend and save his life. He had 
to be very careful not to let his father, 
the king, see him talking with David, and 
so he arranged a sign by which he could 
tell David of his danger without really 
speaking to him. This is the way he did 
it: He would go out to the field where 
David was hiding, and then he would shoot 
arrows with his bow as though he were 
trying to hit a mark. When he had shot 
three arrows he would say to the boy who 
was with him: “ Run and bring the arrows 
back.” While the boy was hunting for 
them Jonathan would shout : “ Go farther, 
for the arrows are beyond,” and that was 
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a sign to David that Saul was still angry 
and hunting for him. 

One day after Jonathan had shot the 
arrows, he ran on where David was hiding 
and threw his arms about his friend, and 
they kissed each other and prayed that 
God would watch over them both; then 
Jonathan ran back to his father’s house. 

Pretty soon it grew too dangerous for 
David to stay any longer near the city, 
so he went into a great wood where there 
were dark caves to hide in, and when Saul 
heard that he was there he took 3,000 
soldiers and went out to hunt for him, 
because the poor old king could not bear 
to hear the people singing songs in which 
they praised David more than they did 
him. 

Well, one day while the king was hunting 
in the forest to find David, he lay down 
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in a cave to rest himself, and he fell asleep. 
While he was sound asleep David crept 
into the cave and found him lying there. 
He could have killed him as easily as not, 
and then he would have been king himself ; 
but he was too good and kind to do such 
a wicked thing. What he did do was to 
cut off the skirt of Saul’s robe and then 
hide away with it in a dark part of the 
cave. Saul woke up and found his skirt 
gone, but he did not know at all who had 
cut it off. When the king had gone out 
of the cave and was too far away to reach 
him, David came out and held up the skirt 
and acried «>See what I-.did. I -might 
have killed you but I would not do it. 
Why do you want to take my life when I 
have never hurt you?”’ And Saul was so 
much touched by David’s words and by 
his goodness that he wept and promised that 
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he would never hurt David again. But, 
I am sorry to say, he soon forgot his promise 
and tried again to kill David. 

Soon after this there came off a great 
battle on the side of a hill named Gilboa. 
Saul and his son, Jonathan, with their 
army of Israelites, were on one side, and 
on the other side was the great army of 
the Philistines, who were trying to take 
the beautiful country of Canaan away from 
the Israelites. David was not in the battle, 
and Saul was not a great enough captain 
to win the battle. The Philistines broke 
through his lines and drove his men into 
flight, and when the battle was over Saul 
and Jonathan both lay dead among the 
slain. 

You might think that David would be 
glad to hear that his enemy was dead, and 
that he would rejoice to be king himself. 
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But now you will see how noble and great 
he was. Instead of being glad, he wept 
with deep sorrow because his king was 
dead, and he sang a beautiful song which 
told about his sorrow for his dead king 
and his love for his dearest friend, Jonathan. 
He sang : 


“ How are the mighty fallen ! 

How is the glory of Israel slain ! 

Saul and Jonathan were lovely and pleasant in their lives, 
And in their death they were not divided. 

Oh, my brother Jonathan, 

Very pleasant hast thou been unto me ; 

Thy love to me was wonderful, 

Passing the love of women. 

How are the mighty fallen |” 


HOW A BEAUTIFUL GIRL BECAME 
A QUEEN AND SAVED HER 
PEOPLE. 


ESTHER was a little girl whose home was in 
the city of Shushan. She had no father 
nor mother, for they were both dead, and 
she lived with her good cousin, Mordecai, 
who took her as his own daughter and 
loved her very much. He used to tell 
her beautiful stories of a land far away which 
had once been the home of her people. 
It was, he thought, the fairest land in all 
the world. It had high mountains, with 
long valleys full of brooks and flowers, and 
on the sides of the hills there were vineyards 
and orchards, and above them on the higher 
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hills the sheep and the goats, the kids and 
the little lambs climbed for the tender 
grass. He told her of one hill which he 
loved more than all others. It had once 
had a glorious city upon it, with a high 
wall all about it, a holy temple in it, a 
shining palace where the king lived and 
long streets full of happy homes. This 
was Jerusalem. But a king with a great 
army of soldiers had come and burnt the 
city down. He had destroyed the holy 
temple and broken the wall to pieces and 
he had carried the people far away to live 
in a land which was not their own. 

Esther would feel the tears run down 
her cheeks as she listened to the story of 
that loved city on the hill and how it had 
gone to ashes, and how her people had 
been carried far away to a new country 


where there was no temple nor any homes 


144 STORIES OF HEBREW HEROES 
like the ones they had left in the land 


of hills and flowers; and she would say 
to herself, “‘ When I grow up I shall always 
love that old city where my own peopie 
used to live, and I shall love my own people, 
and perhaps God will let me do something 
to help them. How I should like to make 
them free and happy again!” and then 
she would sing a beautiful song about the 
land her people loved, until she could almost 
see how it looked under its clear blue 
sky. She thought so much about beautiful 
things and she kept so pure and sweet and 
happy that her face grew very beautiful, 
and every year she was more beautifui 
than she had been the year before. She 
never thought about her own beautiful 
face herself and she hardly knew that her 
eyes and hair and nose and cheeks and 


mouth were perfect, but everybody who 
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saw her knew it, and turned to look at her 
again. Just when Esther was full grown 
and had reached the height of her beauty, 
the king who had a palace in Shushan, 
the greatest king in all the world then, 
wanted someone to be his queen. He 
told his servants to go out and find the 
loveliest person in all the world and bring 
her to his palace, and, if he loved her, he 
would choose her as his queen. When they 
saw Esther they thought they had never 
seen anyone else so beautiful, and they 
took her to the king and he loved her above 
all women he had ever seen in the world, 
and he put the royal crown upon her head 
and made her his queen, and gave her a 
palace to live in. Her room was hung 
with beautiful colours. The floor was made 
of marble in many tints. Her bed was 
of gold and silver, and all the dishes she used 
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were of gold, and she could have whatever 
she wished. 

You would expect that all this new and 
wonderful life in the palace would spoil 
Esther and make her proud. But it did 
not. She was as simple and good as she 
had been when she lived in the little house 
with her cousin Mordecai, and she kept 
hoping that the time would come when she 
could do some fine and noble thing for the 
people she loved—her own people. And 
the time did come. 

There was in Shushan a very bad and 
wicked man named Haman. He was a 
great prince, and everybody bowed down 
to him when he went by. But Esther’s 
cousin, Mordecai, knew that Haman was 
a wicked man and he would not bow down 
to him. He sat straight upright, with his 
hat on his head, whenever Haman went by 
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him. This made Haman very angry indeed 
and he said to himself, “I will have him 
killed and all his people, for I hate them.” 
Then he went to the great king and he said : 
“Oh king, live for ever. There are some 
people in this country who came here from 
Jerusalem. They are not like us. They 
do not keep our laws. We should be 
better off if they were out of the way. 
I think they all ought to be killed.” 

I am afraid the king did not stop to think 
much about it. He probably had some- 
thing else on his mind, and he said to 
Haman, “ Well, go ahead and do what you 
like,” and he put a ring on Haman’s hand 
as a sign of his power. That was exactly 
what Haman wanted. He was so sure 
now that he could kill Mordecai, who 
would not bow to him, that he went and 
built a great high frame-work called a 
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gallows, as high as the tallest trees, to hang 
him on and then he went home to tell his 
wife how happy he was. But Mordecai, 
when he heard the news that he and all 
his people were to be killed, went and told 
the beautiful queen Esther that the time 
had now come, which she had always longed 
for, when she could do a noble thing for 
the people she loved, and that if she did 
not save them, cruel Haman would have 
them all put to death. Esther knew that 
if she went to the king’s palace without 
being invited the king might put her to 
death, for that was the law of that land, 
but she said, “I will risk my life and go 
to-morrow ; perhaps the king will be kind 
and will hold out his golden sceptre to me 
and then I can ask what I will.” 

That night the king could not sleep. 
He tossed upon his golden bed and wished 
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he was a child again so that he could fall 
asleep. Then he asked one of his servants 
to read a book to him, and the servant 
read about the time when some wicked 
men had tried to kill the king, but Mordecai 
had heard what they were going to do and 
had told the king and had saved his life. 
When the king heard this he said, “‘ What 
have we ever done to reward Mordecai 
for this great thing he did?” and the 
king’s servants said, “‘ Nothing has ever 
been done to reward him.” 

Now while the king was thinking what 
he would do to reward the good Mordecai, 
Haman came into the palace and the king 
called him to his room, and said to him, 
**T want to honour a man who has done a 
great thing for me, what do you think I 
had better do to honour and reward him ? ” 

Haman was a very Selfish man and he 
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thought to himself, “Of course, J must 
be the man whom the king is going to 
honour and reward.” So he said to the 
king, “‘ I think the best thing to do for the 
man you want to honour would be to dress 
him in the king’s robes and put him on the 
king’s horse, and set the king’s crown on 
his head and have the king’s most noble 
prince lead the horse through the city— 
that would be a wonderful honour.” 

Then the king said: ‘We will do that. 
The man whom I want to honour is 
Mordecai, and you shall lead the horse.’ 
You can imagine how poor old wicked 
Haman felt, leading the horse through 
the city while the man he wanted to hang 
was sitting on the king’s splendid horse, 
clothed in cloth of gold, with a golden 
crown upon his head. 


The time had now come for Esther to go 
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to the king to see if she could save her people. 
She put on the most beautiful clothes 
she had and her crown on her head, and 
stood by the great king’s door. She was 
afraid he might be very angry because 
she had come without an invitation. But 
when he saw her, he smiled, and held out 
his golden sceptre, and said, ‘‘ What is 
thy request, my queen ? Thou shalt have 
anything to the half of my kingdom.” 

Esther was very happy, and said: ‘“‘ Oh 
king, I am going to have a banquet and I 
want you and Hamar to come to it to- 
morrow,’ and the king said, “It shall 
be so, we will come.” 

The banquet was a splendid feast. 
They had the most rare and wonderful 
things to eat and to drink, all served in 
golden dishes, and the king was very much 
pleased. Then he said again to Esther: 
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“My queen, thou mayest ask for any- 
thing and I will give it to thee, even to 
half of my kingdom.” 

Then Esther said, “Oh king, I love 
my people. But a wicked man is trying to 
have them all killed, and if you do not stop 
him we must all perish. Oh king, save 
my people.” And the king said: “ Who 
is this wicked man? Where is there a 
man who dares to be so bad?” Esther 
grew very bold and brave and answered : 
“There he is sitting there. It is this man 
Haman. He wants to kill my cousin 
Mordecai and me and all my people.” 
The king was very angry against Haman 
when he heard this, and he ordered his 
servants to seize him, and they took him 
out and hanged him on the very gallows 
which he had built for Mordecai, and 
Esther and all her people were saved. 


HOW] -A- BOY “LOS? ~HIS- HOME, 
BECAME GREAT, AND WAS THROWN 
INTO A LION’S DEN 


THERE was once a noble boy, with a fine, 
dark face, beautiful eyes and beautiful hair, 
who lived in a splendid home in the city of 

Jerusalem, and his name was Daniel. He ; 
loved his city almost more than he loved 
his own life, and on the great feast days 
he would march in line with the other boys 
of the city and they would sing the fine old 
songs that told how beautiful Jerusalem 
was and how happy its people were, and 
then some old men, with white, flowing 
hair, would tell them stories about the 
heroes who had lived and died to make 


Hoes 
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Jerusalem safe on its holy hill and to make 
its people true and good. Little Daniel, 
as he listened, could feel his heart throb, 
and he would say to himself: ‘‘ When I 
grow up I will be a hero too, and I will 
show how much I love Jerusalem.” 

But one sad and dreadful day the great 
king of Babylon, with a mighty army, came 
marching up to Jerusalem. The valleys 
were filled with soldiers. All the gates of 
the city were shut and the people tried very 
hard to save the city, but after a while 
the soldiers outside began to break the wall 
down and to come streaming in. Then 
they set fire to the houses, and Daniel saw 
his own house burn up, and then he saw 
the beautiful temple burn, and before long 
he saw the city which he loved so much 
entirely broken down, burnt up and 
destroyed. The cruel soldiers took him 
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and many of the other boys who used to 
march and sing on the great feast days, 
and carried them, with their fathers and 
mothers, far away to Babylon. They had 
no city now; they had no home of their 
own; but Daniel bore it all like a hero 
and kept in his soul a bright image of the 
city where he had lived and played. 

After a time the king of Babylon saw 
Daniel, who looked so noble and good, that 
he took him, with some of his best young 
friends, to live in the palace, and to be 
educated there. It was a beautiful place. 
Everything was grand and dazzling. 
There were all the good things in the world 
to eat and the most splendid clothes to wear. 
But Daniel was afraid that all these grand 
and dazzling things might make him 
forget his old city, and his own people and 
the God he loved, and so he wore in the 
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palace the same clothes he used to wear 
at home, and he ate only the purest and 
simplest food on the table, and he would not 
drink any wine; and all his young friends 
did the same. But when they came before 
the king they looked in such fine and splen- 
did health, their faces were so full and fair, 
their eyes were so bright and clear, and their 
minds were so wise and strong that the 
king thought that they were the wisest and 
strongest and best young persons in all his 
kingdom. 

Once when the king had dreamed a strange 
dream that frightened him, and nobody in 
Babylon could tell him what the dream 
meant, Daniel was brought in before the 
king and he told him what it meant. 
Another time when the new _ king, 
Belshazzar, was having a great feast, with 
a thousand princes at the table, the fingers 
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of a hand came and wrote on the wall before 
their eyes the words, ‘‘ Mene, Mene, Tekel 
Upharsin.” The king was so frightened 
that his knees knocked together and his 
face became as white as snow. There was 
nobody who could tell what the words 
meant, until Daniel was brought in. When 
he came, God told him in his heart that the 
strange words ‘meant that Belshazzar’s 
kingdom was to come to an end and he was 
to lose it. This made the king very sad 
indeed, but he put a gold chain about 
Daniel’s neck and made him one of the great 
nobles of the country because he was so 
wise. 

Belshazzar did lose his kingdom just as 
Daniel had said he would, for a great king, 
named Darius, came and took it away from 
him. King Darius learned to love Daniel 
very much, and he made him one of his great 
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rulers; but Daniel did not forget his old 
city, which he still loved as much as when 
he was a little boy. Every day he kneeled 
down by his window and looked out across 
the country toward the west, where the 
burned city of Jerusalem was, and he prayed 
to God, and asked Him to bless the city on 
the beautiful hill and to send men to build 
it up again. 

The other rulers of the country did not 
like Daniel, for they were mean and selfish, 
and they knew that he was better than they 
were, and they wished he was out of the 
way ; so they came to the king and asked 
him to make a law that nobody should be 
allowed to pray to God for thirty days. 
They said: “Oh, king, live for ever. Will 
you make a law that any person who prays 
to God and does not worship you shall be 
thrown into a lions’ den?” The king did 
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not stop to think much about it, and he 
said, “ Yes; I will make that law, and it 
cannot be changed.” 

Daniel heard the dreadful law, but he 
was not afraid, for he trusted God and 
meant to pray to Him no matter what 
happened. He put up his window and 
looked out toward the dear city and prayed 
just as he used to do. When the men who 
hated him saw him kneeling there and 
heard him praying, they ran to tell the king. 
The king was very sorry now that he had 
made the law, but he could not change 
it. So they brought Daniel and put him 
into the den with the lions. Everybody 
expected to hear a great roar from the 
lions and then to hear them breaking 
Daniel’s bones and eating him. But 
nobody heard anything all night long. 
It was all still and quiet, though if they 
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had listened very hard they would have 
heard Daniel still praying that God would 
keep him and bless the city he loved. 
Early in the morning the king, who had 
stayed awake all night, came running to the 
lions’ den, and he cried out: “‘ Oh, Daniel, 
are you still there ? Has God kept you ?”’ 
And Daniel said: “Oh, king, I am here, 
all safe. The lions have not touched me, 
for God has kept me through the whole 
night.” Then the king was very glad, and 
he had Daniel brought up out of the den, 
and he told everybody in the kingdom to 
love Daniel’s God and pray to Him. 
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